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her voice in singing and talking gave her a power over me which I
could not understand nor describe, but the power of a stronger over
a weaker will and nature. She lingeied about the carriage door.
Her look grew more wistful, beautiful, imploring. Our eyes met
again and again. Her eyes grew more and more beautiful. My eyes
were fixed and riveted on hers. A few minutes more and I know
not what might have happened. A wild reckless feeling came over
me. Shall I leave all and follow her? No —Yes— No. At that
moment the train moved on. She was left behind. Goodbye, sweet
Irish Mary. So we parted. Shall we meet again? Yes —No— Yes.
Maria Gwatkin took me down to Mr. Gwatkin's office (wine and
ship's stores) and introduced me to him, an elderly man, grey, with
a pleasant goodhumoured face and kindly eye. We went to the
Exchange, one of the finest buildings of the kind in the world, and
passing upstairs into the gallery and leaning upon the broad marble
ledge we looked down upon a crowd of merchants and brokers
swarming and humming like a hive of bees in the floor of the vast
area below. All round the enormous hall were desks or screens or
easels or huge slates covered with the latest telegrams, notices of
London stock and share lists, cargoes, freights, sales, outward and
homeward bound ships, times of sailing, states of wind and weather,
barometer readings. Mr. Gwatkin did not seem to have a high
opinion of the solvency or honesty of Liverpool merchants. Point-
ing to the great crowd buzzing and surging below he said, *I don't
believe there are ten men there who could pay is/- in the pound/
He pointed out to me however three honest men. It was a case for
Diogenes and his lantern, and one felt uncomfortably like being in
Sodom and ten righteous men nowhere to be found. The quad-
rangle outside called *the Flags' is where the cotton merchants meet
and the pavement was white with the fluff of the cotton samples.
Thursday, 20 June
At ten o'clock Mr., Mrs., Miss Gwatkin and I went down to the
Landing Stage and embarked on board a steamboat for New
Brighton on the Cheshire side of the Mersey, a suburb of Birken-
head. The morning was lovely, all was fresh and new, the salt air
and the wind exhilarating and I was in dancing spirits. The Mersey
was gay and almost crowded with vessels of all sorts moving up and
down the river, ships, barques, brigs, brigantines, schooners, cutters,

